CHAPTER XI

A Young Couple

MARIE always succeeded in her undertakings. It was
thus with her marriage. She had hesitated for more
than a year before marrying Pierre Curie. Now that
she was his wife, she organised their conjugal life with such far-
sighted tenderness that she was to make a wonderful thing of it.
The first days of their life together were picturesque: Pierre
and Marie roamed the roads of the Ile-de-France on their
famous bicycles. In the baggage straps they strung up a few
clothes and two long rubberised cloaks which the rainy summer
had forced them to buy. They lunched on bread and cheese,
peaches and cherries, seated on the moss of some woodland
glade. In the evening, they stopped by chance at some unknown
inn. There they found thick, hot soup and a room with faded
wallpaper on which the candle made shadows dance. They
were alone in the mock-silence of the night fields, broken by
far-off barking^ the cooing of birds, the lewd complaints of cats
and the dramatic crackling of boards in the floor.
When they wanted to explore the woods or rocks they inter-
rupted their journey by a walk, Pierre loved the country
passionately, and no doubt his long, silent walks were necessary
to his genius; their equal rhythm encouraged his scientist's
meditation. He could not remain quiet when he was outside
in a garden. He did not know how to rest. Neither did he
care for the classic excursions with itineraries provided in
advance. He had no notion of time: why ought one to walk by
day more than by night, and why should the hours for meals